THE SECOND NIGHT

"What about the police at the corner, Commander
W?"

" The police, idiot ?   What can the police do to you ?"
" You don't think they'll fire at me, Commander W ? "
he quavered.

" Go on, and get into Keats's carriage and tell the man
to drive hard. Get along with you, man. What the
deuce are you waiting for ? "

" What shall I do when they've encyphered the tele-
gram ? "

"Take it to the Eastern Telegraph Office yourself
and see that it goes at once. Then join me at the Other
House. No, that's no good. They've got all their spies
round there. They may try to hold you up. Join me at
the Fig Tree. I'll wait there till midnight I shall have
to collect a couple of fellows with guts. We may have
a fight on the road. Anyway, get off with that telegram.
If Sir Frederic objects to anything, point out that it's
purely naval intelligence. Don't say I'm going to
Miramara. Say you don't know anything about von
Rangel. Now hurry and get alorrg to the Legation."

Crowder tried to look bold as he set out, but it was not
very successful.

"And you will pay the driver also as from Number
Fifteen to here, Mr Crowder, and a little more because
the polices have been shouting at him," Keats ran after
him to say.

Waterlow pushed Keats into an inner toom after
Crowder's dejected exit. Not that he had much hope of
keeping any longer the secret of the little man's identity.
However, he had had a long run, and if only things went
well to-night his utility would expire with dolphin hues.